THE INCARNATION OF PAN           113

Days and weeks went by since my first visit to this
strange man. I found myself constantly thinking
about him. Sometimes I regarded him as a fanatic,
a hopeless madman who had gone mad through
loving Nature too well. At other times I was half
inclined to believe his assertion. He certainly had
abnormal powers, and, moreover, he bore a striking
likeness to Pan as we popularly picture that God.
But Pan of old was a sportsman and delighted in the
chase. This new Pan wept over stolen eggs and
babbled tenderly to flowers. My interest in the
matter became so keen that I eventually resolved to
spend a night in the wood, in the hope that I might
see him.

On the night chosen I concealed myself between
two boulders in such a way that I could see a certain
clearing in the wood, and yet at the same time was.
not likely to be observed.

I sat hidden in this place for about two hours, when
I heard the sound of voices. Then I saw Pan slowly
walking along with his arm round a slight, dark
woman. Here was a comedy I had not bargained
for. Pan in love with a Devonshire maid! Surely
that would correct his madness, or, if you wish to be
cynical, lead his madness into a more human and
more easily understood channel.

They sat down against a tree, and I must confess
I played the part of eavesdropper without much